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She bow'd as if to veil a noble tear;
And up we came to where the river sloped
To plunge in cataract, shattering- on black blocks
A breadth of thunder.    O'er it shook the woods,
And danced the colour, and, below, stuck out
The bones of some vast bulk that lived and roar'd
Before man was.    She gazed awhile and said,
* As these rude bones to us, are we to her
That will be/    * Dare we dream of that/ I ask'd,
(Which wrought us, as the workman and his
work,
That practice betters ? *    ' How/ she cried, (you
love
The metaphysics! read and earn our prize,
A golden broach: beneath an emerald plane
Sits Diotima, teaching him that died
Of hemlock; our device ; wrought to the life ;
She rapt upon her subject, he on her:
For there are schools for all.'    ' And yet' I said
e Methinks I have not found among them all
One anatomic/    * Nay we thought of that,'
She answer'd, c but it pleased us not: in truth
We shudder but to dream our maids should ape
Those monstrous males that carve the  living
hound,
And cram him with the fragments of the grave,
Or in the dark dissolving human heart,
And holy secrets of this microcosm,
Dabbling a shameless hand with shameful jest,
Encarnalize their spirits : yet we know
Knowledge is knowledge, and this matter hangs ;
Howbeit ourself, foreseeing casualty,
Nor willing men should come among us, learnt,
For many weary moons before we came,
This craft of healing.    Were you sick, ourself
Would tend upon you.    To your question now,
Which touches on the workman and his work.
Let there be light and there was light: 'tis so:
For was, and is, and will be, are but is;
And all creation is one act at once,